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P EN MIL LER 



MEET THE POPULARITY CONTEST WINNER 

iSee what made them win!)[ 

mi 




EDDIE'S THE BOY who Hart* things' And people love him for it. Now 
he's got hi* friends making gift* for British children. Eddie eart plenty 
of footsie Rolls. They're fuel far brains a* well at muscles! 



IS VIRGINIA POPULAR? You bell She sold more Defense Stamps thaM 
anybody else in her school. Everyone loves a patriot. (And this patnttja 
sure loves Tootsie Rolls!) 






UNCLE SAM SAYS: "Make sure 
what you ear it nourishing, 
pure, and full of energy." Eat 
plenty of Tootsie Roll*. 
They're rich in wholesome 
Dextrose — give yeYu quick 
food-energy. 



TOOTSIE 4 
WINS, TOOl 

The winnah in 
any popularity 
contest! More chil- 
dren and growrt- 
u ps love Tootsies 
than any other 

candy I ,^.^S!^ 

■ 



/ 




TOOTSIE POPS 
have a Heart! 

Fruity G' 
with Chewy To 
Roll Inside. C 



BUY DEFENSE STAMPS! 

EAT A TOOTSIE A D AY-Enrichad with DEXfUOSf for quick too«,-«ner| 




FBATURINB AMERICA'S GREATEST COMIC CHARACTER 

ALSO THE SNIPER, SECRET WAR NEWS, PHANTOM CUPPER 

ANO MANY OTHERS n 

mn'i Mil nreia/ 



m aw b§f 




«,<», W,TH 

fcTHE BEST 
>*>•• COMICS 

EVERTO 
REA 
TH 

NEWS- 
STANDS 

/ 




TWO SMASHING UAPftATUPES 

VIMM MAKkrai 1MDT 

■mmHunTCR mmm&omB 

CHIC CdRTCR PHfMTOa IKDV 




AND MANY OTHERS 



CRACK lll.»lli:S, .N ..i .-.ii l...'i, UM2. 
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_^H|Vf st is west 

AND A L0N6 TW1STEO 
MURDEROUS TRAIL 
tS BETWEEN. ALONO 
TMIS TRAIL MA* 8SEN 
WRrrre.: ORY-- 

iOSANO 
•TORIES? TRASEOlES 
/£ UN*OL060 By THE 
SCOR.6S.ANi> HOPES HAVE 
SOARED SKYWARD LIKE 
AN EA&te... ONLY TO 
FAU CRUSHEO TO THE 

a... 



*/ 
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ANY AR6 THE 
GRANGE SAGAS WHICH » 
^HBIf TOLD TO YOU >. 
iOOSE TO (2 
ONlY ONE. AND 
HAN AMAZINO 
STORY THAT STRETCHES 
PROM THE WHITE DOME 
OF WASHINGTON TO THE 
R06OED MOUNTAINS OF 
MONGOLIA ... AND A MAN 
WHO HOPED TO SMASH 
flOKEUER THE DARING 
MYSTStlOUS CRIME- 
-'6HTJER KilOWN TOVOU 
MAS.,. 



*^y 



&Jf) 
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/ 
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r /'LL SEE YOU 
TOMORROW, TOM 
DEAR.-lM TOO, 
TIRED TONIGHT i 
TO SIT OUT 
AND CHAT. 



THAT'S ALL BKSWTJ 
WENDY... /M "* 

WORKING ON SOME 
STUFF FOR THE J^ 
SENATE COMMIT- \ f/Wj. 
TEE, AND ILL- 
HAVE TO GET 
SOME SLEEP 
ANYWAY ?u 



L\ 



v 



«^i 



HO... HUM.. AWFULLY 
WEAK, TVNI6HT... 

GUESS f'-i- 

SLEEP LATE 
.TOMORROW; 



,/V 



my arris 

6/KL..MY 
LITTLE 6lKL! 
WHAT WILL 
THEY aO 
-\T0 HER. !? 



.. MILD-MANNERED SENATOft 
WRIGHT IS NO MORE.. IN HIS 
PLACE STANDS . . . 75WT , 








NCE Mdftfi THE UNTAMED MOUNTAINS 
WITN6SS THE SISHT OP THE FLYIN© 
HUMAN.-THE MAN WHO WAS RAISED 
BY BIRDS... ONCE MORE HE GAZES 
ON FAMILIAR Sl&HTS WITH A 
DIFFERENT PECLINS. THIS TIME HE 
SEEKS OUT A KILLER.? 




**%*** 
#£<& 



^m^ 






KILLED A 9/GD... 
ANO IT'S A 
COM DOB: 





A SIXTH SENSE. WARNS 
HIM... AND TW£ BLACK 
CONDOR 8ARELY ESCAPES 
zi/anc/^ DEATH- / 




'A/OT THE BEST OF 
COMPANY TO HAVE.. 
SUEiS I'LL HAVE TO, 
POLISH THESE 
LAPS £>A/V 





*>"«^ 



&y\ 




OUT COtD... UKE A 
woundeo 8/BP 
SMASHSP TO EARTH 
THE BLACK COA/OOA 
/S DOWM.'.. 







TSAII. 
OF 
THE 
VICTORS 
LeAOS ALONG 
PATHS NEVER. 
3 5 FORE. 
'RAVELED 
ffV THE 
WHITB 
MSN..DIEP 
/NTO THE 
VAST MON- 
GOL/AN 
MOUNTA/NS 
AT THE TOP 
OF THE 
WORLD.. 




AlZRQHf THERE /S 

YOUR CASH/A/S HERO: 

Ol/T CCU.P A T yo(J* FEET. 

CAi.1 ME A S/V/VEH./A/& 

mouse w/ll you. 1 .. 
HEH..UYHAT 00 yOU TH/A/A" 
fVOWt 




...YOUSE ST/IL 
A SfVIVBlL/fi/6 
MOUSE, <MSPf*a. ' 
CffOHi. THE BIACX ] 
.COA/OO* /S/VT 
'DEAD YET.' 
HE'LL Wl/Vfl 



r HMM..H0n/OS0 
, / £!/£/* LET TH/S 

\happeh.. neaE 

l / AM ALL 
'tbusssp UP 

likc a 

• STESR.'f 



AH!. 
THE CASSO ' 

etao HAS 

COMB TO.. 

take h/h\ 
to rue 

so&e; 









„ A&H.' HEH.' /HAl/£ 
Z&Kf 9LAC* COV0C*" 



IA/0A/, 

THfA/Kt 



fMW CBOHV HAS £>£A£A T£0 
TH£ BLACK COA/POfif.. 
Pe^EATEC? H/AA //V THE 
3LSAX HfLLS 0* HIS 3/ATTH.. 
.MOHQOL/Ai 





&UT JA&PSfi CA70IA/ 
F0B9OT ONE THIN*.. 
THE BLACK CCWDOA 

WAS RAISED WITH 
THE MISHTV CONDORS.. 
ANDTH6VASE LIKE 
BROTHERS. DOKVN TMgyl 
SWOOP TO BATTLE FOR 
TMeiR HUMAN FRlfiND.' 



^HE /<AOUNTAlW 
EA&LES ARE FIERCE, 
BUT THE RA&E OF THE 
CONDORS WAKETHfi 

fight bloody. Decisive 

AND BRIEF.' 



WK3 





THERUO&eD HlLLSMEN SEE 
THEIR PRgy FREEO BY THE 
8IRDS, ANO INSTANTLY THEV LET 
LOOSE AHAILOFSTOWES"AND 
BULLETS... 



SOT TO WAIT M V 
CHAA/Cf-. IfOAJE OP ) 

those rocks h/t 
aa£.'.. soooeys...' 




The situation... and the. 
8eatins„.ake too much 
l=or the hills/wen to cope 
with-. they dash off to 
safety with the angr.y 
condors in full pursuit 





KNOWIN&THAT HE MUST MOVE 
SOON..OR DIE, TH£ 0tAtAf W00A 

ATTACKS WITH THE SPEED O 



LiSHTTf rS 





cxt 

THAT MOMENT 
NOT FAR A WAV 

weNpy F0£re# 

HAS LON6 
SINCE THOUGHT 
THE SLACK 

COA/OO/Z 
PEAR AND 

she pwsses 

OUT IN A 
• FAINT.. 
WHILE 
c/,4 SPflX 
CAXOW 

READIES 
HI/V\SHI_F 
FOR. HIS 
FINAL ACT 

OF 
REVENGE.' 





Wo.'/VO/ TUB 81ACK C0A/P0AZ 

■ peap? the eaoies /</ueo 

H/AA.'. /T'S MPOSS/S/.e.'MeA'0aV7 
COME BACK TO UA~E'. A/VP TOM 
'<SHT.. iVHATS HE 0O/A/G 

I !**&£*£/.. 





SEtcrr oufi story 
ceesHT ea/& vet... 

THEK.E /5 ST/i-L 
UASPAR CROW... 



HEH.'HEW /M &OWS 
GACf* TO AC/UL TOM 
H/B/6HT.../VE K/LL£C> A 
THE CO/VOOK AHP ^ 
THE S/ffL../ CO/VT&0L 
THE UM/TEP STATES 
L SEA/ATE... /M. 




AS THE SETTIN& SUN CASTS SHADOWS OVER THE FORBIDDEN 
PLATEAU, THE 8ABBUN& VOICE OFAMAN TURNED INSANE 

sy his own evil, mtm echoes against the canyon walls*- 

' EAST IS EAST...JR. *AND, WEST IS WEST." J OtfirEX&VT 

AND THRILL- 



A 



WM 



^TyES.. / CCWTROL- 
W THE SENATE.. / CAM , 
f MAKE OXBfiEAKMEM. 
I GEATTLEAAEA/ OfTHE 
V SENATE. JASPH* CGOH/ 
i APORES$£S y(X/.../'l/E 
' COME BACK f=OAX 
/ZEVE/V6E.'- -/-' AAA 

t/ASpm? c/?oh# %■ 



Pic 



r\\ 



CRAMMSD 
STORY OF 

MONTH'S 

issue of 



LLiK: 



PONT MISS IT 



y 



Another exciting episode of The Black Condor la the next utue of CRACK COMICS. 




ATA FtyiNG FIELD IN NORTHERN 
AUSTRALIA 



I'VE CHOSEN YOU FOR , 
A SPECIAL MISSION,TEX! 




ALL THE PILOTS WOULD^E 
VOLUNTEERED BUT I 
NEED A MAN WITH ,„ 
EXCEPTIONAL FLYING 
SKILL AS WELL AS 
COURAGE- — 



THE BRITISH AND NATIVE 
TROOPS HOLDING THE ISLANC 
OF LUTANG WILL FOLDUP 
UNLESS- 5UPPLIES CAN BE 
FLOWN INTO THEM 




YOU'LL FLY ONE OF 
THOSE MARTIN B-16'S._ 
SAM CHILDS WILL FLY 
THE OTHER OHE^oyOU'LL 
HAVE COMPANY--; - 





AN0,THE1R PASSING 

SLAND5 



TWO AMERICAN 
PLANES PASSING 
P05T 5-HEADED 
IN DIRECTION OF 
LUTANG -M 



n 



THE TWO PLANES ROCKET 

ACROSS THE WATER AT 

A TERRIFIC CLIP— S50 M-RhJ 




OKAY, SAM— UP 'M OVER...'! 
THE BRITI5H TROOPS ARE 
HOLDING THE HIGH PLATEAUS 
ON THE ISLAND- -THE JAPS 
HAVE THE BEACHES — 




BUT NOTALLTHE JAPS 
ARE CAUGHT UNAWARES 



THEY WELL IN TRAP 
NOW- -TO LATE TO 
TURN BACK --RADIO 

OUR PLANES// 



W\il ~?r 



W^M-p^^ 




— ANO HIGH ABOVE LUTANQTHE 
JAP PLANES RESPOND 




THE TWO B-26'5 DRONE 5TEADILY UPWARD 
TOWARD THE TOPOFTHE ISLAND'S CLIFF5, 
UNAWARE OF THE PERIL BEHIND THEM... 



SUDDENLY- 



1 TEX.. JAP TROUBLE 
■ I COMIN6 OOWN ON OUR U 
TAILS — !.' 




L__BUTASTEX ROARS*OVERTHE HUMP", ANOTHER JAP 
1 COMES !N AND HITS THE PORT ENGINE 




OH FINE, THAT'S ALL 
WENEED!!__.A _J 
DEAD MOTOR » [ 



TEX SLAMS THE CRIPPLED PLANE INTO 
A DIVE DOWN AMONG THE CLIFFS 





ffl 



E BIG BOMBER ROARS DOWN THROUGH 
E NARR0W/TWI5TING CANYON5 ATA 

Dirzy speed 



HELLO TEX -COME OUT, 
COME OUT, WHERE 
EVER yOU ARE— I'VE 
DROPPED MV SUPPLIES 
AND I'VE 60TALLTHE 
JAPS FOLLOWING ME 
OUT TO SEA TRYING 
TO CATCH ME— » 



WITH A SIGH OF RELIEF. TEX 
HEADS FOR THE PLATEAU 
ONCE MORE 




WHILE THE PLANE IS BEING UNLOADED, 
TEX AND CHUCK WORK FEVERISHLY IN 
AN EFFORT TO REPAIR THE ENGINE. 



I THINK WE'VE , 

FIXED IT, CHUCK!! 
A BULLET CUTTHE 
BATTERY CABLE— 



SUDDENLY. THE SARGEANT 
OPENS UP WITH THE TAIL 6UN9 



KICK OVER THE 
MOTORS, TEX. - 
WE'VE GOT TO GET 
OFF— BUT QUICK! 



J Turuuc "*- 




WITH BOTH ENGINES WIDE OPEN, THE BOMBER QUICKLY PULL5 
AWAY FROM THE PURSUING J. APS 




HOMEWARD BOUND — AND 
I'D LIKE TO BORROW FIVE 
DOLLAR5 FROM YOU.CHUCK, 
TO BUY SAM CHILOSTHAT 

STEAK DINNER--!! 



HM-M-M .'.' I 



Man of SplK&i* w Uu n#xt .uu. of CRACK COMICS 




A LITTLE 
SUPER Z/PPO 
EG&LAYIN& MASH 
DOWN HER. GrULLET 
WLL DO WOHDEB-S! 




f EGGS. 'EGGS.' 

MILLIONS' 
^ OF ■£M/ / 






4 V ^ 



f OH,BOy/ 
* NOW MEBBE 
THEY'LL LET 

ME SO IN TH' 
.HOME GUARD/ 




*Vfr^%Lffi 



WHAT GOOD 
COULD YOU 
POSSIBLY 
BE IN OUR. 
HOME 
Gl/AMD. 




Are you following the sensational adventure* of Plastic Man each month in POLICE COMK 





OOcSGONE IT, CHOP.. CAN'T 
THINK OF A SinGi-E CASE 
THAT WOUL.O SE HOT ! 



^V 




LOOKING Pott AN 
IDEA? HOW'S THIS?. 
CON<i«£SftN\AN 

wne5t is in 
town., you Should 

&=T A STORY OUT OP Hll* • 







WHAT ARE WE WAIT|!N<3 
POR ? . WHERE'S THI! 
MR..£RtNEST?-i 




I*kM NOT INTERESTED IN 
DISCLOSING ANY STORlES 
FOR YOUR LURlO IMAGINATION 
TO TOY WITH, MR. MILLER.. 
YOU CARTOONISTS ALWAYS 
E%AC§6ERATE SO ' 



.\ 3 



{"- ■ 




HMHl RATHER PECULIAR 
9EHAVIOR .. I WONOHR 
WHAT ME WANTS TO 




I've got a little idea., 
risky but effective .. 

Il» YOU'LL PUT ON A JAF 
SPY ACT, CHOP ... 



YOU SET.. I MAKE£ 
VELLY SOOD-LOOKiNCaj 
JAP, YES? 



\) 







EXCELLENCY, THIS OCXS IS 
NOT JAPANESB., HE. DOES 
NOT SPEAK THE ISLAND 
TONGUE ... HE IS 




















> 





^J 



°WT^r 






A«40 KeeP \T CLOSE 
WHILE I ATTSNO TO 
pew DETAILS ! 







PRE'S A COUPL.E of 
ckaocs to deliver 
the police, miss 
.iBBEETy.THEN COME 
- ^ 




HERE'S THE LAST 
BUNDLE, MISS 
FLlSSERTY. 





,ANO AS FOR THIS ON^ . 



NO- NO.. PLEASE.. THE 
CHINAMAN'S LOCKED 
IN THE BASEMENT. . . 
HERE'S THE \CEV .. , 



I \ 



~Ji 






9^*~ f u^SA- \ 
^_-J DAlSV? i 




~%% 


n, ; ^/ 




1 "^^^B 


mill 












MM ..AND BESIDES, l\ 
INTERFERE WITH YOUR ^ 
WORK, EH/MR.MIL.LER'?'/ 




in each i«ue of CRACK COMICS. 



n 






Unte« don Q f 

AMERICAN DIPLOMAT,' 
WHeREVER. AXIS ASfiNTS 1 
STRIKf TO WREST FROM i 

the united states 
th5 vital thin0s 
She needs v. 



**k 



> 



youaremsht 
.mr.hallqwa/.. 

IT IS T/N.'L Af/£ J 
TIN IS WOXTHi 
A F08rt//V£ 

THESE PAYS/ 1 



l Jjj 



IN A SMALL 

'SOUTH AMERICAN 
COUWM, AN AMfRIQW 

engineer makes a ducowk 






1 



!l 



HWAT PIP I TELL 
YOU, g£ACHC0M3£R, / 
r KN£W THERE WERE 
MINERALS IN THESE HILLS.. 
I DISCOVERED A WHOLE 
MOUNTAIN OF J 
TIN.' 



(NOW / MUST 60 
] QUICKLY TO PUT /N, 
, MY CLAIM... WIS \_ 
f/SVNE OF THE MOST 
NEE0ED METALS Of 
THE UNITED NATIONS/' 



A**V- i , 



s/W 



W- WHY ARE YOU 
STAIVP/A/$ THERE M7ff[ 
THATKMFE/N YOURi 
HAND... WHAT ARE 

YOU UP TO fff 



y 



/ AM S0/N6 
TO KILL YOU! HA? 
HALYOU SEE I AM 
60/N6 TO SELL THIS' 
i CLAIM TO A CERTAIN i 
^PARTYFORA GREAT) 
PROFIT/ 



[LATER.. IN THC UNITED STATES... 



OH! THIS MUST 

BE FROM FATHER 

'ESAID HCMS 

ABOt/T TO MAKE 

an important 
piscoveryu 





YES.. ITS TRUE, MISS \ f.. BUT 
HALLOWAY, BUT YWR I f WHO 
FATHER PlSCOVEREO J ARE 
A HU6E TIN DEPOSIT K V YOU; 
IN SOUTH AMERICA../ 
BELIEVE / CAN HEIR YOU y 
CLAIM THE INHERITANCE} 



\dssS 



I f YOU MAY CALL ME 
>PONQ, SPECIAL A6ENT 

(ON THE DIPLOMATIC FRONT: 
I AM G0IN6 THERE TO 
SEE THAT THE WR0N6 PEOPLE 
PONT SET THAT TIN.': 





WE ARE C0MIN6 INTO 

SAN MARCOS.. IT ISN'T Mi 

OF A CAPITOL.. BUT WHAT 

ARE ALL THOSE SOLPTERS 

P&N& AT THE AIRPORT?*. 







■- ^ •' ~ir~iYiijii 




M 'S/EURlfPve MU6T 
PON Q. H. NffT BEStST, 
IDONOTLP/ERBB 
LIKE THEES!) UNT1LME 

SEE WHAT 
THEY'RE 
TOl 




Yah, carlo, the ministers 
\of interior, /believe 
i your president has in- a 

xFORMEP ydUOFOC/R 
]C0MIM6.„SHAIL WEt. 
'DOtNN TO 
BUSINESS? 



THERE INEEL BE 
NO 8US/NEES M7N\ 
ZE AMERICANS. .2£\ 
TIN DISCOVERY AFfMR) 
EES CLOSER..YOU 
WEEL LEAVE THEES 
COUNTRY AT ONCE/ 




fHSY.. WAf A MINUTE.. I SMELL , 

)A rat. 1 everyone KNOWS 

'YOU ARE PRO-AXfS.. YOU ARE 
{PLANNIN6 TO SELL THAT TIN i 
» TO 6ERMANYAN0 NOT TO THE\ 
UNITED STATES!/ 



/-}\> 



YES! STl/P/0 AMERICANS, 
YOUR "6000 N&6H30?" 
POLICY V/V SOVTHAM£e- t 
/CA EES A MYTH.. 

NOW, 











PIERRE! WHERE'S \ 
JANE? SHE ISN'T J* 
WITH US! 




LIKE THEY 
L 60T HER/ 




f 3UT, MS/EUR, 
[HOW CAN YOU 
\ RESTORE ZE 
WEMOCRATS BYi. 
TAKING Z/S TRIP" 
THROUGH ZE 
JUNGLE TT 



SAN BRAZIL, 
'THEIR NE/6H8M- 
IN6 COUNTRY, 
HAS STRAINED 
RELATIONS WITH ' 
THEM.. I'M J 
GOING TO PO~ 
A LITTLE WIRE 
TAPPING' 






THE PEOPLE OT\ SAN ") 
"MARCOS PAYOR THE/R; *—* 
PRESIDENT.. BUT THEY CANT 
]DOANYTHW6 WITH CARLO 
ANP HIS SOLPIERS RUNNlA/S. 
THE SHOW... I THINK / 
HA YE A WAY TO RE5TL 
PEMOCRATIC ORPER /A? 
THIS COUNTRY.' 



yf. 



VI 




I AT THE OTHER ENPQFTHE LlNg.1 

WHAT? IF I PON'T 
RELEASE ZE AMER/&W 
PRISONER ANP AgP/GAT£ d 
MY OFFICE AT ONCE r 
YOU'LL MARCH YOUR 
TROOPS INTO SAN MARCOS.' 
HMM.. SPUTT.' & 



H 



PIERRE/ HERE 
THEY COME.. A 
WHOLE ARAAYOF 
THE MINISTER'S 
STOOGES: 





THIS IS THE ONLY 
ROAP THROU6H THl 
JUN6L E. . WHEN THEYrHA/HAi 
r PASS.. L/6HT THESE /THEY WEEL 
PYNAM/TE FUSES/ A THEENK 
„£ET EES 
tZE "ENEMY" 
SHOOTING 
AT ZEM/ 




nd Blackhawk each and *rvtry month in MILITARY COMICS. 





YOUR DRIVER- 
NAME. .. HACK O'HARA 
AGE ...23 
HEIGHT... 511 
WEIGHT... 170 



HE IS CAPABLE., 
AND COURTEOUS, 
HE 7 * A MAGNATE 

AND IF YOU'RB 
RIDING IN 
HIS CAB, 

you ARE 
DUE FOR AN 
ADVENTURE 



CONSCIENTIOUS 






YOU •STOP FOR 
A RED LIGHT... 








-/lets 


Ir^OH, 1 F I COULD 


I <3 °' 


AONLY REMEMBER 


V-JAKC! 


L, THATJIU- 




4M_*. JlT«5U 




j\mold!| 


f^5$Q 


sptei 








^^JnLitfy yeAH, 


bT iH&r 




' *r[^l , \ 




-#44--tt4 HIM... 


3r *^ v 


I'fifl [ HE'S 


M M 


IMI An^ss- 


^?/y 


•^^^■■FfNGER 




qJESx " r 





AH> IVE 
GOT ITU 
I REMEMBER 
5-v NOW!l 



Uw 




id p 



IT !f 





GEE. 
Ml5TER,r'M, 
SORRY WE 
HAD ALL THAT 
TROUBLE. BUT 
yDU WON 'T HAVE 
TO «y TH6 

FARE. 



I LL PAY IT... "wfGEE.THANKS 
IT WAS WORTH ) MISTER .. 
IT TO KNOW ^L yOLTRE 
I COULD USE Y NO 
THAT HOLD!! I CREEP" 




O'Hara comes to you in cadi i 




HMM P TMAT Ln~TL 
VIXEN HAS SOMETHING 

HER SLEEVE BESIDE 
HER ARM— 





WOOCV - THAT 

CLOSE — ANYHOW 
I <307- IT OUTA. TH ' 







NO ONE 
COM IN ' 
EITHER ; 
W4V..., 



1 1 

1 






1 










'■>« r 


r 


*'* IB' ""* 


ftS^L 


\/y"'^ 


Kv\ 



AT TWe SAME TtMB, JUST 
A SHORT DISTANCE FROM 
WHERE BUTCH IS 







THAT KIO CAN Old ut> 
WOQB TQOUBi-E THAN Tue\ 
"OLICE — 0W,0«' *Gs 
ON TUB NEXT Bi-OtZKT- 
■ ILL STOP HEQE AHO 
WALK THE OEST f 




Ok-AV-TAk-E 
IT OFF AND LETS 
,O0 AFT£R "THE 
MEAD - - 



OH, BUTCH-^ 

THE CUTEST 

UTTLE DOG IS 

COMING 

DOWN THE 

STOEET—i 




iNtTtAD OF *0ttOW//V« 

7me clock: butch woes 

W 1*M SMA0OW5 OTTUEBOan 




'Oh. for' 

*/K£SSflKEl 



' <S~a\ 



1^1 



NO t .this is "V 

[AOr THE FOUND- 
)l/N& HOME FOR 
..FREE. FRENCH 
[ POODLES — 



W 



S5£t£ 



lNjM#- 



JL/ST WHEN YA. START\ 
RIPPIN' OFF A GfiAOE-A, 

Snooze some fool, 

phone has to, 

RING'.* 



A MOTHER 
PEST ' 



^AND MOW) 
.THE DOOR- 
3ELL' n 



BUT 

THIS 

(IMSOMNL 

SYRUP 

I'M 

SELLING - 



OUTSIDE t) 
YOU 
ASSASSIN 
OF MID-DAT \ 

SLUMBER I , 



AAO.' ->A WRON6- DIALIN', 
DOPE - THIS AIN'T THE 
TAILOR, AND I DIDN'T BURN 
L A 5£AT /* NOBOOYS PUNTS*. 



^ 



SO HELP ME-* 
THE NEXT BO/?e) 
(VWO aANS5 A 
BELL— I 



[THEY 
AST 

*e« rri 



.in. 



r 






3*" 



Mr NAME.. I'M- 



' IW 



V 



' TOURS A 
DEAD OVCK 



' IF I HAVE 
\ry WAY- 
^ WAIT I J 



W 



WHAT A BREAK. 1^ 
/VfR.BUXaV. THE fl/6 

banker, f>honeo 
the stuojo he 
was calling on 
father to give i 
him that: head- 

PORTgRS JOB' 



/what 

\->. \ THE- ?) (DOWN, 

HOPE. DAD WAXES) ^-^ -"V 1 YOU , 

UP AND SHOWS / / - s^ASH CAN 
SOME LIFE WHEN .) / _ A (AVIATO* •■ 

HE COMES '. 



xs 



HOLD\ 
STILL, , 

you-i 



[BACK 
AhlY 

SCATCHA 



■ ■■>■ 



WHATS 
WRONG. 
NIFTY ? 
I'M IN 
SIAl£LL 
SHAPS. t 




MAYBE MOLLY 
CAN HELP- 
SHE'S SOT A 
GOOD BUSINESS 
HEAD 





MOLLY ? 

HO HO i 

WHAT'S 
WOMEN 
KNOW ABOUT % 
^BUSINESS Jh 




NEITHER'S A LOTTA 
OTHER JERNTS 
MAKIN' MONEY! 



[LOOK, NIFTY -GIVE. 
\ MB COMPLETE. 
CHARGE HERE 
TODAY -YOU'VE j 
NOTHING TO / 
LOSE.! ) 



IF YA WAHNA 
, SEE 50METHIN')! THINS SADDER 
v SAO - LOOKIT/} STILL - WHO 
THESE. 
BOOKS ' 



OKAY, MOLLY-? 
YOU'RE THE 
BOSS! WE'LL 
SCRAM BACK 
TO THE GYM'. 




SAID SHE. 
FIRED THE 
DOORMAN 
AN HOUR 



■ WHAT r W SHIRT ON, NIFTY ! 

THE ONLY W.SH6 5AY3 SHEh ,. 

THING OF n ( GOT A NEW /I WHY 
f VALUE I'VE ^% ONE \ 

Got she \ v — v 
throws Away! 



Enjoy Molly The Model in each iuue of CRACK COMICS. 
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Qruerrl 




ATLAST/ 

THE 

stogy op 
a Mi&f-iry 

WARRIOR. 

WHOSE 

PARING- 

EXPLOITS 

LIVE AS AN 

INSPIRATION 

IN THE HEARTS 

OP A 
CONQUERED 
NATION. 
THE TALE OF 
AN AMERICAN 
WHOSE LOVB 
POR 
PREEOOM 
KNOWS NO 

BOUNDS— 
SMUGGLED 
OUT OP A 

swastika 
hounded 
i and, comes 



(s>CCupi£P SERBIA . IN THE PEAP 
Of NIGHT A 6EPSIAN GUEP&LLA 
FH2HTEZ STEALTHILY WOPKS HIS 
WAY UP TO THE &UAPP OUTSlPE 
THE NAT! GAPPISON. 




\WIPTLY. THE SEP3IAN CHET- 

7/K MAKES HIS WAV INTO THE 

GAPPlSON SUPPLY POOM. 



ISuDPENLV, THE 8UNDING 
GLAPE OF A PLA6HU&HXAND 
A T£p£E COMMAND ■ 



AHHH, SO THE NAZIS ARE 

6otN<s to ship supplies to 

LA6PE8. /'L.L TAKE A PEW 
MACHINE &UNS ANP WAIT 
AT THE PP/NA POAP. 




i£BY/Ce AC£*/r CHATS H//TH TH£ OK/V&/?.,. 



' KAfiL... YOV 
SP(,eNDIO 

peoPte A/?e 

POTTW& up 

a s#sat 




1UT TH£ NA2J OP(=/C5« IS 
NOT SO EASILY FOOLED... 




£$ 1-HOZ7 W»fL£ LAT?X {?H£ 8#A VS r^STN'IC P**mfgt 

naz/ supply 7*oc<$ to play a lon£ haks. 
CLfMB TH&£T&£P> 




$UKPP!S£ ATTACH AMD PREPARE 
TO &T&9CE SACK . 




* - *U mm tttft tSK^^if 



Bill The Magnificent jtarti ta the next iuui of CRACK COMICS. 



TERROR TRAIL 



ERIC VALE awoke from t 
sound sleep very suddenly. 
Too suddenly. Something had 
disturbed him. But what? He 
got out of bed quietly and slip- 
ped on his robe. In the right 
pocket hu hand felt the cold 
frame of his revolver, and sever- 
al tiny pellets — paralysis bombs, 
one of which, broken, would put 
a dozen people to sleep almost 
Instantly. HI* own Invention, 
those pellets. 

Brie stepped to the big window 
and drew back the heavy drapes. 
The Florida night was sylvan, 
silent. Tampa had folded for the 
night. There was not a car on 
the street below. 

"Mebbe I'm Just nuts," he said 
to the night. "Getting Jumpy as 
an old maid." 

But he knew better than that; 
he didn't awake from a sound 
sleep without cause. He had 
trained himself that way. 

The phone buzaed softly. Ertc 
lifted the receiver. A thick, ob- 
viously muffled voice hammered 
into his ear: 
"Vale?" 

"That's right. Who's thlj?" 
"Never mind Just wanta tip 
ya off, bud. You get outa town 
before noon tomorrow, or else 
they'll And yer carcass floatln' 
in the bay!'' The phone went 
dead. Eric rattled the connec- 
tion 

"Desk," said the sleepy night 
cierk. 

"Get me the police station I " 
Brie barked. "Hurry — I want that 
eall traced I" 

In a moment Chief Holmes 
of the Tampa police said, "Hello." 
"This is Vale, Chief. I Just got 
a screwy phone call at my hotel 
— a warning for me to scram 
town by noon tomorrow, or else! 
Trying to trace the call now." 
'Interesting," replied the chief. 
"Let me know if you have any 



a$f*et 
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luck . . . and, Vale, see you In 

the morning at any rate, eh?" 
Eric hung up. And almost in- 
stantly the phone buzzed again. 
It was the elerk. 

"That eall came from a pay 
station on South Eden Road, Mr. 
Vale — an all-night filling sta- 
tion." 

"Thanks," said Eric. "Order 
my car, please." 

It took Eric just six minutes to 
dress, rush out of the hotel and 
Jump into his car. He was per- 
mitted a siren, but he didn't use 
it. The streets were deserted at 
this hour. As he sped along at 
seventy, his mind went back over 
the Tampa killings which had 
shocked the entire nation. Three 
prominent political leaders of 
the city had been bumped off 
In the past two weeks. The au- 
thorities had summoned Eric to 
try and run down the murderers. 

"Well, guess they know I'm on 
their trail," he said. "Or, rather, 
I haven't found their trail yet." 

He had driven five miles and 
was nearing the South Eden 
Road Ailing station. He whipped 
the big roadster into the can- 
opied space before the rows of 
pumps. A yawning attendant 
came out. 

"Help you, sir?" 

Erie flashed his badge. Then 
he asked the youth for a descrip- 
tion of the person who had used 
the phone during the last few 
minutes. 

"Well." said the attendant. "I 
, had quite a few customers in the 
past half hour. One of 'em was 
a truck driver from the Southern 
Freight Lines — he used the 
phone." 

"That all?" Eric wanted to 
know. 

"Yeah— no, wajt! A guy used it 
right after that- I don't remem- 
ber what he looked like, but he 
was driving a green coupe, dunno 
the make." 

"You sure you don't recall the 
man's features?" Srlc asked. 
"Try hard, boy." 

The youth scratched his jaw 
reflectively. "Gosh, mister, I 
guess you have me there." 

Eric said. "The truck driver— 
what about aim?" 



"Pete Collins. I know him well. 
Stops here every night an' calla 
his office. . . . Sorry, mister, I 
can't remember the other one." 

"Thanks." Eric started his mo- 
tor and pulled out on the high- 
way. Not a lot to go on. He'd 
check the truck driver, Collins, 
Just in case. It was a cinch the 
gangster wouldn't use that 
phone again. 

Erie drove to headquarters and 
reported to Chief Holmes. 

"Yeah," said the latter. "As 
you say, not very much to go 
on. But you got to dig up some- 
thing, Vale. You always do." 

"Thanks, Chief," grinned Eric. 
"Hope your confidence isn't mis- 
placed." 

That night, Cyrus Lanahan, 
wealthy chairman of the Tampa 
Utilities Board, was shot while 
\ entering his palatial home on 
the west side. And then, in the 
early morning hours, a huge 
trailer-truck belonging, to the 
Vance Lumber Company, was j 
overturned qn a lonely road, 
burned, and the driver killed. 

Holmes was beside himself. 
The District Attorney started 
lambasting the police depart- 
ment. The newspapers took up 
the cry. Mayor Cryder made a 
hurried call on Chief Holmes. 

"Something must be done. 
Holmes. No one Ls safe on the 
streets here any more. Even if 
we must Import outside help — " 

"Erie Vale ls already on tha 
Job." barked Holmes. "He's the 
greatest detective we have to- 
day!" 

About two p.m. that aftar* 
noon, the plane in which Mayor 
Cryder was flying to Miami 
crashed right after the takeoff, 
killing nine passengers and the 
two pilots. 

Sabotage! Spy activities! The 
Insidious cries rose from horror- 
stricken residents of Tampa. 
These were no mere gang kill- 
ings; something far deeper, mora 
desperate, was behind it all. But 
what? 

Eric had tried to find a motive 
for the crimes, but thus far ho 
could make neither head nor tall 



of It. That there was something 
monstrous behind the thing he 
was certain. Fifth column activ- 
ities? Could be. But what was 
the prize? 

The police were running 
around In circles. Finding a clue 
was Met trying to And the pro- 
verbial needle In the haystack. 
Eric flew out over the Gulf one 
afternoon, with no definite idea 
In mind. He liked to fly. But he 
kept his eyes open. He headed 
out about twenty miles and glid- 
ed down from ten thousand to 
three. Then he saw It. A long 
grayish cigar-shaped abject was 
floating on the choppy surface 
of the Gulf. 

"Holy smoke!" he gasped. "A 
sub! Sure as my name is Vale, 
that's a sub! Now what the devil 
Is It doing out here? Ah!" 

The conning tower opened and 

two sailors climbed out on deck. 

Eric trained his glasses on them. 

"Nazis!" he gasped. "A Nazi 

sub!" 

He wheeled his ship and was 
slipping on full : speed toward 
shore when the shrill scream of 
an anti-aircraft shell 3ped past 
him. Two more ,shots followed, 
dangerously close. 

"Scram, Vale!" he cried to 
himself. "They're getting too 
hot for health!" 

Eric's report of the sub's pres- 
ence electrified Tampa. Sub- 
chasers sped away on the hunt. 
Army and Navy fliers took up 
the chase from the air But they 
didn't sight the U-boat. 
1 It was two days later that Eric 
spotted something suspicious in 
a marsh near the waterfront. He 
had followed two men from a 
dive, who had been talking In - 
low tones. One had mentioned 
an expected radio message. 

"Radio, eh?" said Eric to him- 
self. "What radio? Where?" May- 
be this was something: he'd tall 
the two chaps. They led him to 
the marsh, then abruptly dis- 
appeared. He plunged Into the 
ooze, making as little noise as 
was possible. He could hear the 
two men ahead of him, wading 
through the slimy water. Then 
fie saw a shack. The two chaps 
entered It. Eric waited In the 
tall reeds, noting the looped 
aerial on top of the shack. A 
short-wave sending station! 
8plei! 

That night, on Eric's tip-off. 
the police raided the shack. But 



the radio was gone; at least it 
was demolished. Somehow the 
men must have gotr-wind of the 
raid. 

J. Elmer Glover, head of the 
FBI, was scheduled to make a 
radio address from the Tampa 
Community Hall that evening at 
eight. The public was invited. 
Brie decided to be there. This 
would be a fine opportunity for 
someone to pick off the head of 
the G-men. And there was little 
doubt that the gang would make 
the attempt; they had bumped, 
off several members of the force 
In the last few weeks. 

There were close to three thou- 
sand persons on hand for the 
talk. Eric had a seat far In the 
back, where he could watch ev- 
erything. 

Glover came out on the ros- 
trum about eight-live. After the 
applause, he launched Into his 
talk. His men had discovered 
several clues as to the identity 
of the leader of the gang, and 
their orders were to run the 
whole mob to earth In the next 
few days. Cheers. 

As Glover talked, he mopped 
his faee. Then he picked up a 
glass of water. But the glass 
never reached his lips. With a 
groan he toppled over and lay 
still on the rostrum. 

Eric leaped to his feet and 
sped down the aisle. There was 
not a mark on J. GJover. His 
face was ghastly gray, his eyes 
open. He was dead! 

Eric made a thorough exam- 



ination of everything on the ros- 
trum. Had the man been poi- 
soned? The coroner arrived and 
Eric ordered an autopsy. In an 
hour he had the medical report: 
no traces of poison had been 
found in Glover. 
Then what 

Eric hurried back to the hall 
Just as the public address men 
were dismantling the radio. He 
ordered them to wait. He made 
a careful examination of the 
mike and its supporting stand. 
Then he found it. A tiny tube 
reached from the base of the 
stand into the mike, following 
the course of the wire. Eric 
sniffed at the mike. No odor. 
But in the base of the stand he 
found a tiny mechanism with a 
clockwork device capable of com- 
pressing a small rubber bulb. 

"So that's it!" he said. "Poison 
gas driven through the mike 
into the speaker's face. Clever I" 

One of the radio men had been 
edging away. Now he whipped 
out a gun, but he was too slow. 
Eric got the drop on him as he 
stumbled preparatory to running 
out of the building. 

"Wait, you!" he shouted. 

Back at headquatters the man 
talked, turned State's evidence 
to save himself. He named every 
member of the gang — organised 
as a sabotage crew by Nazi 
authority. In three days the en- 
tire mob was rounded up. But 
by that time the incredible 
young Eric Vale was on his way 
to bust another great crime ring. 






I RSMJZE I'LL pH HA MA// 
WAVE TO TWC6 Ji. Wi&m'T n= 
LITTLS MSCKLIMG, If -rue CUTS-Vf 
SO I'LL J^T^-^AJ T ^If 








Follow Midnight each month in SMASH COMICS. 




^MAGIC 
MASTER 




Jim slade the roving press 
photographer secretly is to/? the magi c 
master and matches his occult powers 
against saboteurs and enemies of america). 



In search of a picture stor y 
1 c77m slade wanders along 

\DOCK5TH 



QUITE 
FEW SAILORS 
m/N THAT BAR-MUST 
S] gK#Sl» *V^ BE GOING TO SAIL 





J? 



WHERED T.iOSE Y WHAT SAILORS. 
SAILORS GO, 



THE ONES WHO 
WERE STANDING 
HERE- THEIR 
STEINS ARE STILL 




IWHAT/'ll. 

give you the 

WORKS > 





X/^HEE, HEEf YOU'RE Y YOU AMERICANS 

TICKLING ME -HA, \ ARE TOUGHER DAN 
7S— r HA.HAAA' -/ v --t ITOUGHTf—^ 






■4 **/?-* ^2£-^"~TEr — hti 




<- 













'HIMMEL / A/EVER DID I 
SEE SUCH HE-MEN. NOT j t 
l EVEN IN GERMANY/ J f 



HGUONE FO SIHTf 

i\ROUAS DNA SJZAN 

£GNA)HC S£CALPL 



fain* 
t \ 



r u« 



t*t' 



ACH! 
MEIN. 
ARM ! 



TAKE 
THAT-YOU 
NAZI . 
GOON f 



WHAT DO VOUVTOR, THE 
SAY.aors- SMAGKMASTEXi 
„ FC - __ J SO ITS YOU WHO 

(JPSmiftS >± INGUS-GEE' 




[STA 



NACIREMA 

STAR.OORUOY 

YTUDf 




/immediately scores of rats 

POOR OUT OF THE G/JAJfr - 



I CMON, 
FELLOW RODENTS, 
WE GOTTA HELP 






EVEN US AMERICAN RATS 
HAVE OUR PRIOE .'IN THE BAR 
IS A BUNCH OF NAZI RATS WHO 
HAVE 3EBN TORTURING NAVAL. 
INFORMATION FROM AMERICAN 
SAILORS' GET RID OF 

■m THOSE RATS* 




IM SOINNUTS -RATS 
CANT TALK, BUT IMCALLIN' 
THE WAGON FOR THOSE 
NAZIS -I MUST BE 
THINGS.' 




SLADEf 

WHAT'S THE 
'MEAAI/AJG OF 
ALL THESE 
GOINGS ON ? 





i __^n ' ■ — - - - '-=-' - ^ m ^^^^^^^ m ' • ^— — — ■ — ■ — i.i j- 

Buy »U QUALITY COMIC GROUP magazine* frwn your regular newsdealer 




i 



•IADPEU5 PEPPERMiHT 
IODINE BOWERS 
STUCK ClOSE T 0- W6 
STORE IN THE 
AFTERNOON HOURS, 



WHILE OUT TO THE BALL 

SVME WENT BILLINGSGATE 

SHALE, 

AND PEOPLE PREDICTED HIS 

BUSINESS WOULD FAIL ; 



BUT, TO THADDEUS NONE 
. OF HIS CUSTOMERS CAME, 
FOR THEY ALL VERY 
NATURALLY WENT TO 
THE GAME - 



WHILE SHALE, IN THE 
STAND 'MID THC 
THUNDERING ROAR, 
MET CLIENTS WHO HANDED 
HIM ORDERS GALORE .' 



' : " ' - - : -in 




Enjoy Rube 'Goldberg's Side Sho-» each month in CRACK COMICS 
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f«»Vf MANS~ t£G/NWN<5 A NO FAS 
INTC- £T£#NITyMAN HAS HONTSO ANCS 
W/Li- MONT. ONS MAN CHOOSSS TH& " 
Ft£&££GTANC> MOST CONN/KG Oft 

alc- gams.. . cGtM/NAtz eeyoNa 

me PAB-#£ACH/A/6 A#M OF THB 
LAW.' THIS /NOlWOtMLt&T 
/£. TOM HACcAWAY,- 

auas rue sptetc*. 



Arthur C-CiAfDc, 

MILLIONAIRE 

Business Tycoon 

STEPS OUT OF 
HIS STUD*' ONTO 
THE TERRACE 
fOF HIS PALATIAL 

MANSi.ON. 
Suddenly, -he 
shrub8erv 

NPAfcBy MOVES.. 
CLARK TURNS... 
BUT BEFORE 
HE IS A8LE 

TO IDENTIFY 

THE CLOAKED 
FORM SPR|N6lN<S 
UPON HIM, A 
,C»ACH!N£ 8L0W 
| ON THE HEAD 
; PROP* HIM TO 
I THE FLOOR, a 
UNCONSCIOUS. 




A 



V. 





WHATS HA£?£,-j£G> 
- MB — MY RACE. 

— Myro#M--. 

P»T- ITS 
MS, YOUK 

t 





HE SHOULD 8E 
PUTIN A 
UACKET AND LOCKED 
/.V A PAL 
CELL. 




THAT NIGHT, AS JOHN 
CLARk RETURNS TO 
HIS FURNISHED AOOMl 



A LETTER FROM MY 
BROTHERS LAWYER! 
WHAT TH'P IVHY THE 

&ic!!jit—nes LEFT. 

CHANGED HIS IN I 'LL- 
ANO L£FT EVERY- 
THING To 
DAUSHTER. 
RAT, 



Jusr outside the mnoow 
a oaring figure watcnss 
uohn clark storm out of 

HIS ROOM. .ITS THeSPiO£fi! 



THAT RHONEY L ETTEH DID 
T"HE TRIOkf .' I MA Y 8E 

IMBON&, Rut his MBYTNiove 

WILL 



YOU DON'T KNOIN IT, CLARK, 
8UT THE DECK OF CARDS 
/« STACKED 
FROM NOW 
ON' 




THERE'S ONLY ONE HlTCl-l IN 

thl* sst uf> the psrson 

who clark has to do h/s 
dirty work .' if its the one 
i think it is, i'll prove 
tha t his Brother is alive... 
sveiy if he isn't himself j 





A SHORT TIME LATER, THS S ILENT" 8 IA.OC 
WIDOW*.. SPEEDY CAR OF THE SPIOgK. 
STUEAKS UP TO THE CLARK MANSION. 





CLARK'S DAUGHTERS 

room must as this 





m-±. 





so this time you're a gardener ? 
pretty clever, the way you can 
Change your own appearance^ 
with that hypo op 
as well. as someone 

ELSES. 




SINCE yoU CAN CHANGE 
YOUR LOOKS PROM TIME 
TO TIME. THE HE MUST BE 
AN ANTIDOTE! I W+V*T 
it POR A . C. CLARK .'. 




I'M SURE YOU WOUCD- 
MUT I HAVE IT NOW. see, 
I TRUST NOONe, SO I'M 

making su>e pr. monk 
doesnt change h's 
mind and Bring a.c. 

d. ARK SACK AGAIN * 




llVHILE YOU WERE UPSTAIRS — MUPPING THIS iUOB, OR. 
MONK, I WAS GOING THROUGH YOUR BOOKS AND 
POUND OUT UUST WHERE TO INUECT THE HYPO ■' Tezo 
SAO THAT ITS SUCH A SIMPLE TRICK- OTHERWISE 





\EAVING PR MONK AND THE 
SPIDER WHERE THEY FELL, 
UOHN CLARK MOVES FOR PAT. 



SORRY I HAVE TO DO THIS, 
PAT— f ALWAYS LIKED 
YOU AS A NIECE J 





punny thing, but i didn't 
think i'd make it this time 
-but- l guess when some- 
ones in the right, even 
bullets won't stop them, 
well, c'mon pat- this 
little Bottle And a 
hypodermic needle is 
going to bring you 
your father back.' 




Alias The Spider will give you more th 



the next iuue. 



